METELLUS AND MARJCS	14!
I stood horror-stricken ; when suddenly drops, as oi rain, pattered down from the pyre. I looked ; and many were the precious stones, many were the amulets and rings and bracelets, and other barbaric ornaments, unknown to me in form or purpose, that tinkled on the hardened and black branches, from mothers and wives and betrothed maids ; and some too, I can imagine, from robuster arms, things of joyance won in battle. The crowd of incumbent bodies was so dense and heavy, that neither the nre nor the smoke could penetrate upward from among them ; and they sank, whole and at once, into the smouldering cavern eaten out below. He at whose neck hung the trumpet felt this, and started.
'There is yet room,1 he cried, *and there is strength enough ^et, both in the element and in me.'
He extended his withered arms, he thrust forward the gaunt links of his throat, and upcn gnarled knees, that smote each other audibly, tottered into the civic fire. It, like some hungry and strangest beast on the innermost wild of Africa, pierced, broken, prostrate, motionless, gazed at by its hunter in the impatience of glory, in the delight of awe, panted once more, and seized him.
I have seen within this hour, 0 Metellus! what Rome in the cycle of her triumphs will never see, wiiat the Sun in his eternal course can never show her, what the Earth has borne but now and must rear again for her, what Victory herself has envied
her	a Numantian.
Metellus. We shall feast to-morrow. Hope, Caius Marius, to become a tribune: trust in fortune.
Marius.   Auguries are surer: surest of all is perseverance. Metellus.   I hope the wine has not grown vapid in my tent: I have kept it waiting, and must now report to Scipio the intelligence of our discovery.   Come after me, Caius. '   Marius (alone).   The tribune is the discoverer! the centurion pis the scout!    Caius Marius must enter more Numantias,   Light-hearted Caecilius, thou mayest perhaps hereafter, and not with

